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in yet; I can't tell you without asking Marie.59 If Marie,
ordinarily not talkative, allowed herself to discuss a scientific
point fierily in a meeting of scientists, she could be seen to
blush, to interrupt herself in confusion, and to turn towards
her husband to give him the floor; so lively was her conviction
that Pierre's opinion was a thousand times more precious than
her own.
He was all I could have dreamed at the moment of our union,
and more [she wrote later]. My admiration for his exceptional
qualities, on a level so rare and high, constantly increased, so
that he sometimes seemed to me like an almost unique being, by
his detachment from all vanity and from those pettinesses which
one finds in one's self and in others, and which one judges with
indulgence, though not without aspiring to a more perfect ideal.
Radiant weather illumined the Easter holidays in 1906. Kerre
and Marie gave themselves several days of country air in their
quiet house at St-Remy-les-Chevreuse. They resumed their
country habits, went to get the milk at the near-by farm with
their daughters, and Kerre laughed to see the tottering Eve,
who was just fourteen months old, stubbornly attempt to follow
the dried cart tracks with her awkward trot.
On Sunday, with the bells ringing afar off, the couple rode
their bicycles into the woods of Port-Royal, They brought
back branches of flowering mahonia and a bunch of big water
ranunculi. Too tired, the next day, for another jaunt, Kerre
stretched out lazily on the grass in a meadow. A light and
heavenly sun slowly dissipated the morning mist which hung
over the valley. Eve was squalling, while Irene, brandishing a
tiny green net, pursued butterflies and greeted her rare captures
with gleeful cries. She was hot; she had taken off her jumper;
and Kerre and Marie, stretched out beside each other, admired
the grace of their child, oddly dressed in a girPs blouse and a
boy's knickers.
Either on that morning or during the evening before, calmed
by the chann and silence of an intoxicating spring day, Pierre